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So diffident to claim, so forward to deserve!
Nor need I skim due influence of Ms fame
Who, mortal among mortals, seemed as now
The equestrian sliape with unimpassioned brow.
That paces silent on through vistas of acclaim.

2.

What figure more immovably august

Than that grave strength so patient and so pure,

Calm in good fortune, when it wavered, sure,

That mind serene, impenetrably just,

Modelled on classic lines so simple they endure ?

That soul so softly radiant and so white

The track it left seems less of fire than light,

Cold but to such as love disteroperature ?

And if pure light, as some deem, be the force

That drives rejoicing planets on their course,

Why for his power benign seek an impurer source ?

His was the true enthusiasm that burns long.

Domestically bright,

Fed from itself and shy of human sight,

The hidden force that makes a lifetime strong,

And not the short-lived.fuel of a song.

Passionless, say you ?    What is passion for

But to sublime our natures and control

To front heroic toils with late return,

Or none, or such as shames the conqueror ?

That fire was fed with substance of the soul

And not with holiday stubble, that could burn,

Unpraised of men who after bonfires run,

Through seven slow years of unadvancing war,

Equal when fields were lost or fields were won.